*    The Fatal Hunting    *

play, when the story is about to take an unexpected
direction. He was so much affected that he sent down
to enquire their identity. The man did not return, but
in a short time there was a movement at the far end of
the shadowy room. Two persons came in and sat down.
They were bowing towards him.

'Who is there?' he asked

"The Kwechi Min and his uncle, the monk/ a voice
murmured deprecatingly.

'The Dirty Pup/ exclaimed Usana heartily. 'Come up
closer. How did you get here?*

The youth so named approached bent double and
knelt below his father. The monk followed, but accord-
ing to custom, made no obeisance. He had a bag in his
hand from which he took out two bottles and laid them
on the floor. The King glanced at him. Of course, he
remembered now, it was the brother of the girl he had
met long ago at Myit-tha well. What was it that had
happened to her? For the moment he could not remem-
ber. He turned to his son.

CI thought you were at school, little bastard/ he said
familiarly.

The prince did not very much like the expression.
He seemed to wince under it. His eyes flickered. But he
answered tolefably enough:

'The Royal Chaplain desired me to report myself to
Your Majesty. My studies are finished/

'So they must be, I suppose/ replied his father,
'Well, we are hunting now. You can join the expedi-
tions, if you like. I shall consider later what provision
to make for you/

His son thanked him and added: 'My uncle and I